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Never before have so many brilliant minds of such diverse attainments been grouped in one 
magazine. Here, indeed, is a feast of satire, wit and brilliancy in prose, poetry and caricature. 
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WANTED — AN IDEA! 


WHO can think of some simple thing to patent? 
Protect your ideas, they may bring you wealth. 
Write for * Needed Inventions,” and ~‘How to Get 
Your Patent and Your Money.” RANDOLPH & Uo., 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 165, Washington, D. C. 











ART STUDIES 


Den Pictures in Bewitching Poses 


Genuine photos from living models on 
double-weiyht stock. 3 swell cabinets, 25c ; 
6 for soc. with fine 64x84 photo FREE 


with order for 6. 
Our Dollar Special: 6 cabinets, two 
64x84, and so small photos, all for $1.00. 
oney back if not as represented, 


KING CO., 3001 P., ANDOVER, O, 
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DIARY 
June 15, 1820 

After court adjourned, 
I brought the Judge home 
to dine. Werelated many a witty 
anecdote after dinner over our bottle of 


Old Overholt Rye 


“Same for 100 years” 


For over a century the superior merit 

of Old Overholt has won @ 

the appreciation of men of 

highest integrity. Possesses a 
uniform quality and exquis- 4% 
ite uet. Aged in the ! 

wood, bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & Co. 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 






















believes in the American people. 
He believes that YOU should know the 
TRUTH about the inside workings of 
YOUR government and the records of 
your representatives at Washington. 


So with the help and approval of a score 
of other fighters for the common good, 
Senator La Follette established 


La Follette’s Magazine 


devoted to fearless discussion of the most 
important public questions, and has de- 
partments for the home, special articles, 
stories, a Farm Department, fiction, 
humor, important news of the world. 
Published monthly. Regular price $1.00 per year. 


To permit you to fet acquainted ,with the maga- 
zine we will send it to you on 


3 Months for 25c. 


Simply send a a with your name 
and address to 








LA FOLLETTE’S, Box 45, Madison, Wis. | 
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Funtered at N. Y. P. O. as Second-Class Mail Matter 


How Do You Like the Prize Cover? 


This week’s cover won Suce.’s $250.00 prize, and every artist who has 
seen it has commended our decision. When we alluded to Mrs. Smith- 
Dayton’s group as a collection of pleasing clay figures, their creator declared 
with some fervor that they were not mere clay figures; that each had a per- 
sonality, and, to prove it, she wrote the following descriptions of four of th 
groups represented: : 

Flirtation Maxixe 
Here’s a Man-Who-Hasn’t-Danced-in-Years, but who has discovered that the modern 
dances were especially designed for him and for those little half-portion girls who are easier 
to get about with than the amazons. His life has been a gay one since he sold out his busi- 
ness. He énjoys a bowing acquaintance with a hundred head-waiters and always gets a 
table. The floor-manager introduced him to his present partner. She is teaching him the 
flirtation maxixe. 
The Maxixe Girl 
While it may be true that the Maxixe Girl would rather dance than eat, yet she dances 
that she may eat— occasionally. She gives lessons, does her turn in several cabarets, and 
then afterward, for recreation, goes with a friend to one of the dance palaces, and is the 
last to leave. She does her share in cheering up the tired world, and there’s youth in every 
flutter of her skirt. 
The Lame Duck 


This introduces Bessie Doolittie and Billy Lightweight. They are the winners of many 
amateur cups for dancing and are known as dancing affinities. Billy decorates his upper lip 
with a small but neat mustache, and that and his dancing takes up most of his time. Bessie 
used to decorate the wall at parties until it was discovered that she was very light on other 
people’s feet. Now sh3 holds the long-distance dance record. 


The Hesitation Waltz 


This is young Wiffles, the son of old man Wiffies. He has eased his way through college 
and is now spending father’s money. His future is safe because the old man is sure to 
endow him. Young Wiffies is, perhaps, considered a trifier, but a lot of militant business 
successes envy him his dancing. He is always at roof-garden dancing places, but he never 
knows the name of his partner — as in this instance. 


Now, with Mrs. Smith-Dayton’s description before you, see if you can 
pick out the Man-Who-Hasn’t-Danced-in-Years, Bessie Doolittle, and the other 
immortals in the Dance-Hall of Fame. 


Next Week’s Puck 


Don’t miss it! Goldberg has discovered how the Tango teacher gets away 
with it, and his revelations will shock Broadway to its foundations. The cover 
of the number is by Lou Mayer, and is called ‘‘Disarmament.”” Make it a 
valentine to ‘‘the sweetest girl in the world,’’ whether this happens to be wife, 
sweetheart, or affinity. ‘‘Salome,” by Ralph Barton, is an exceedingly modern 
view of an ancient incident, done as no other artist but Barton could do it. 
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Rifles — Pistols — Uartridges 
Sportsmen’s Supplies 
Cheaper or Better 
Send three stamps for Katalog 
POWELL & CLEMENT CO, 
410 Main &t., Cincinnati, 0. 


tions for clubrooms and 


Puck Print dens. Send 10c. in 


stamps for catalogue of interesting reproductions 
on heavy paper suitable for framing. 


Guo, 301 Lafayette St., New York 
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F-XPERT mixing—in exact propor- 
tions —gives the uniformly dis- 


tinctive flavor that has made Club 

Cocktails famous. And the soft, mel- 

low smoothness:—that's the result of aging in 

the wood. As for materials, CLUB COCK- 

TAILS are made of the finest money can buy. 
G, F. HEUBLEIN & BRO, 


ew Yor 


Hartford London 
Importers of the famous Brand's A-1 Sauce 
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Qne thing the war has 
not done —it hasn’t 
robbed us of Cook’s 
Imperial Extra Dry, the 
champagne that never did 
have to bear a foreign label 
to make it as rich, pure, 
bubbling and full of the 
soul of the grape as any 
wine anybody, anywhere 
i ever bought. 

Sold everywhere— 
Served everywhere 
AMERICAN Wine Co. 
ST. LOUIS, U. 8. A. 
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GRINIGRAMS 


They are running two shifts in the White House 
now. Tumulty by day, and tumult by night. 


* 


President Garza will hold the office only temporarily. 
—Latest from Mexico. 
Why pay telegraph tolls on superfiuous in- 
formation? 
° 


Miss Ida M. Tarbell, who is Mr. Rockefeller’s 
favorite author, pleads for the adoption of the 
Golden Rule in relations between Capital and 
Labor. It’s some job, Ida. Couldn’t they com- 
promise on the Rule of Gold? That would be 
more to the liking of both. 


* 


Warden Osborne’s charges at Sing Sing have 
decided that they do not want boxing as part of 
the curriculum of amusements there. Possibly 
out of regard for the participants. It might jar a 
pair of perfectly innocent “ pugs”’ if they should 
be announced at Sing Sing as “both members 
of this club.” 
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It was a little soon after the Lorimer case for 
lilinois to stage such an unsavory scandal as the 
Danville election affair promises to be. ‘Senator 
William”’ stretches forth the hand of sympathy 
to ‘Representative Joe.’’ 


























































* 
The Germans have just dernanded from the people of ; Case Pe *- S costinaec. 
Bruges, Belgium, 300,000 bottles of wine. It must be old fee erie Pris EE. IFN ALG 
and the bottles sealed. —Holland cable. a 
Apparently, in his partnership with the Kaiser, TOURING EUROPE IN 1917 
the Deity insists upon rare vintages. 
> ANNOUNCER: On your right is the exquisite Hotel de Ville, dating from the 


Tenth Century, and on your left the Museum of Fine Arts in the Renaissance style. 
The prospect of an eternity with Billy Sunday 
makes some people more eager than ever to 


y ata son _— opus enget. Leeman The Hon. George W. Perkins, who is chairman Now having an income of one thousand dollars 
of Mayor Mitchell’s food supply committee, a week, James K. Hackett will put on Shake- 
ee n warns people to buy ‘“‘the goods,”’ not ‘the speare. Being one’s own theatrical angel simpli- 
Sepey Sryseineoyes — eee package.” Quoth George: ‘‘ The package looks fies matters. e 
. pretty, and appeals to the eye,” but the goods 

Sixteen to one is the Secretary’s ambition. are more important. George knows what he is With President Wilson pointing to Andrew 

¥ talking about. He was part of the Bull Moose Jackson as a guide and aninspiration for the Demo- 

That she was frequently used as a “football” and that “package,” a very pretty package, indeed. ‘‘It cratic Party, what is to become of “‘ Jeffersonian 
on at least two occasions she was kicked out of the house will pay you to break yourself of the package Simplicity?” 
pa Somme made to-day by Mrs. —— habit,”” says George in conclusion. So it will, 

; 4 “Writing is a trade to be learned — like bricklaying for 

Drop, punt or placement? Why so stingy as es See ae nama aa Irotn Cobb. 
to details? * With this difference: a bricklayer is never 

» As yet no one has started the rumor that spurred to do his best by the thought that his 

Because of the bad season, actors are facing Theodore Roosevelt, the Boss Bull Moose, is to work may some day be illustrated with eight-foot 
big slashes in salary. So sweeping will be the be president of the Federal League, the Bull figures by Howard Chandler Christy. On the 
cuts, it is said, that some actors must be content Moose of Baseball. So we hereby start it. other hand, there is a minimum wage for the 
with only twice as much as they are worth. . bricklayer, and extra pay for overtime. 

¥ It’s a long, long way to Tipperary, but no * 

A Washington correspondent speaks of Secre- longer, apparently, than to Calais, Paris, Berlin “Britannia needs no bulwarks, no towers 
tary Redfield as “ breezing’”’ down Pennsylvania and Warsaw. along the steep.”” What she needs is an armor- 
Avenue ina new auto. Persons familiar with * plate roof. » 
the Secretary’s facial shrubbery will that Thaw may be here next week. —Headline. , o . 
“ breezed”’ is just the right word. — Court news or weather news—which? **Kaiser’s son-in-law under knife.”” We don’t 

shudder quite as much as we used to on reading 
» ? this headline. So many good men, not sons-in- 
a ae be soe aeaeeet ae hag sna The fact that he has been President, says Mr. law of the Kaiser, are under the bayonet. 
County Court House this morning was a draw. Roosevelt, has prevented him from speaking on 
—Society item. a great many different subjects. Now we know A question for newspaper head-writers: Whv 


A case of tit for tatum. what gave him his sore throat last summer. is an “‘ aged recluse”’ always “‘ wealthy ’’? 
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“6 UNDECORATED » There are ruined 
in Italy, and th 
EARTHQUAKES townsin ly, and there 


are ruined towns in 
Belgium and northern 
France. There is scarred and torn land in Italy, 
and land that is scarred and torn in Belgium and 
northern France. Women and little children are 
shelteriess and without food in Belgium and 
northern France. Thousands of men of all ages 
have met violent death in Italy, and thousands 
of men of all ages have met violent death in 
Belgium and northern France. 


It could be carried on indefinitely—a parallel 
of man-made war and nature-made earthquake; 
a tragic parallel because the damage done by 
man deliberately, damage to property and to 
humanity, so vastly exceeds that wrought by 
naturel forces in upheaval. The loss of life in 
Italy is great, but compare it with the loss of life 
on all the war fronts, since August, and it be- 
comes a trifle. Likewise, the property loss. 
Likewise, the sum of suffering. It is in com- 
parison with such a catastrophe as Italy’s earth- 
quake that the hideous significance of Europe’s 
war is driven home into the minds of men, and 
the outcome of such comparison in the interests 
of sanity, of humanity, and of ultimate peace 
cannot now be appraised or estimated. It is not 
too much to say that it may prove the entering 
wedge of reason for which the world is waiting. 


There is work for heroes in Italy—the sort of 
heroism which finds its test in the saving of life, 
in the relief of acute distress, in the steadying 
and the fortifying of minds unbalanced by panic 
and the shock of sudden loss; but the heroes 
(and the heroines) who rise to such emergencies, 
who bring stout hearts and strong hands to the 
work of restoration, are seldom decorated with 
**crosses’’ or other orders. Those, it is a fitting 
time to bear in mind, are reserved for the men 
who are brave in destruction, whose bayonets 
or sabres or machine guns have added signally 
to the havoc and the horror of war. More than 
the quaking of the earth did to Italy, men, sup- 
posedly civilized, are doing to Belgium, to France, 
to East Prussia, and to Poland; and to individu- 
als whose score of death is higher than the 
average, there awaits a badge of “‘ honor”’ to be 
proudly worn and cherished. 


* 


President Wilson is singularly inconsiderate at 
times. So much so that he must be a source of 
excessive annoyance to a large number of his 
honorable opponents. Last spring, by pursuing 
a consistently calm and rational policy in regard 
to Mexico, he put the jingo element, especially 
the Republican jingo element, to the trouble of 


convincing the country that it had a jelly-fish, or 
as a certain mighty hunter would say, a ‘‘ weak- 


ling,” for president. The country naturally 
required proof, which the jingoes endeavored to 
furnish; and then, all of a sudden, the strife in 
Europe broke loose and the United States spon- 
taneously hailed its President as the noblest kind 
of patriot, because he had kept Ais country clear 
of war. 


That, of course, was hard luck for the jingoes. 
As they say in baseball, things broke badly for 
them. But of late the honorable opponents of 
the President have been getting their second 
wind, and by liberal use of the terms, “‘ vascil- 
lating policies’’ and ‘‘ executive indecision”’ they 
have congratulated themselves that they were 
doing pretty well and planting a mine of public 
discontent squarely under the White House. With 
such propaganda under nice headway, it was 
decidedly inconsiderate of President Wilson to 
write his letter of protest to Great Britain and ob- 
ject to the latter’s treatment of American mer- 
chantmen. Inconsiderate in that it again upset a 
lot of well laid plans, and lifted the President to 
that pinnacle of popularity which must be his when 
he uses the highest public office to assert the rights 











and to defend the dignity of the United States. 
What are the honorable opponents going to do 
about it? Just now they are giving an able 
imitation of the frog in the well which jumped up 
one foot and fell back two. 


¥ 


There have been doings in Danville, State of 
Illinois, which cast a shadow of a doubt upon the 


unblemished title of the Hon. Joseph Cannon to 


a seat in the National legislature. The re-election 
of the Hon. Joe to the House of which he was 
one time distinguished Speaker, and the equally 
distinguished author of a celebrated “‘ism,”” was 
made the subject of much complacent comment 
by the Republican press the country over. His 
election was a straw in the wind of popular pro- 
test against the Wilson administration. It was 
evidence of ‘‘ returning sanity.” But particulariy 
was it proof, in stand-pat minds and in stand-pat 
papers, that ‘‘the pendulum was swinging the 
other way.” To all of this a peculiar interest is 
now attached in view of the disclosures in the 
pendulum’s own district. The pendulum did not 
precisely ‘‘ swing the other way.” It seems to 
have been pushed a trifle. 
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*EDUCATION FOR WOMEN! 


Hitherto Unpublished View of the Anti’s Great-grandmother 


HORRORS!” 

















LEGAL DEFINITIONS 


The Law.—A code of rules for the establish- 
ment and perpetuation of technicalities. 


Justice.—An abstraction of which Law takes 
no cognizance. Something that occasionally but 
rarely is the same as the technicality which it is 
the business of the Law to maintain. 


Law Court.—A chessboard with rules suffi- 
ciently complicated so that only corporation law- 
yers and other expert crooks can safely operate 
on it, 


Case.—Something cited to prove that what did 
happen could not possibly have happened. 

Witness.—Someone sworn to prove that what 
could not possibly have happened did happen. 


Lawyer.—A man with brains but no money. 
Client.—A man with money but no brains. 


Lawsuit.—A means invented by the former for 
absorbing the worldly goods of the latter. 


Supreme Court.—An institution for determin- 
ing the difference between Tweediedum and 
Tweediedee. 


Appeal.-—A sort of second round awarded by 
the Referee or Judge when he thinks that the 
lawyers have not gotten ail of the client’s money 
in the original lawsuit. 


Verdict.—The statement by the judge that 
neither he nor the jury know anything about 
the case. 





TRUTH IS MIGHTY 


ARTIST: If I couldn’t keep still any better 
than you do, I wouldn’t hire out as a model! 


MODEL: Say! you aint got nothin’ on me/ 





Some men cannot get on because 
they do not know where to get off. 





























THE MODERN CHILD 


HOSTESS (at children’s party): How would you children like to play London Bridge? 
MISS DE STYLE (age fourteen): We would much prefer a game of Auction, if you don’t mind. 






































HOBSON’S NEXT? 
(From our Washington Correspondent in 1925) 


An army of smokers descended upon the 
House of Representatives to-day to protest 
against the National Tobacco Prohibition meas- 
ure introduced by Richmond Pearson Hobson, 
member for Alabama. Once passed, the Hobson 
law makes it a felony to smoke a pipe, cigar, or 
cigarette, or to indulge in a soul-satisfying chew, 
within the borders of the United States. 


Mr. Hobson’s speech against the iniquitou: 
tobacco traffic was illustrated with posters dis- 
played around the walls of the House, which 
pointed out the direful effects of the noxious 
weed on plant life, and clearly indicated its 
deadly responsibility in causing sciatica, house- 
maid’s knee, pink-eye and chilblains. 


“Tobacco,” declares the earnest member 
from Alabama, ‘‘is responsible for most of the 
woes of the world. It brought about the down- 
fall of Rome, caused the Great Plague in London, 
started the San Francisco fire and sent the 
Titanic to the bottom. I shall lift my clarion 
voice against its use until the smoker awakens 
to the enormity of his lustful appetite for this 
death-dealing weed.” 

(Editor’s Note.—Who can say, after all, that this is only 
a bit of fiction? Once feed the passion for Prohibition a 
taste of victory and it rages on, prohibiting until there is 
nothing left to prohibit. Our suggestion to the erstwhile 
hero of Santiago is that he next sponsor a national 


measure prohibiting an exchange of osculatory greetings 
between young lieutenants and susceptible schoolgirls.) 

















MAISIE AT THE MOVIES 


SCENE.—Auditorium of the Acme Theatre at the first 
performance in the afternoon. Aunt Lois is doing the 
honors to her niece, Maisie, who is visiting her from 
Digdeguash, N. B. 

AUNT LOIS: This is going to be a real good 
show this afternoon. John Bunny and Mary 
Picolo and the Million Dollar Misfit and every- 
thing. Yes, and the Passe Weekly, too. 

MAISIE: What’s a Passe Weekly? 


AUNT LOIS: It’s pictures of things that’s 
going on all over the world. They call it passe 
because we don’t get it till four weeks after it’s 
been to the big cities. See, here it is, begin- 
ning now. The Governor of North Carolina 
Receiving a Delegation of Knights of Pytha- 
goras. Don’t you know the play about Dago 
and Pythagoras? They’re going to show it 
here next month. It’s in seven reams. The 
Governor of North Carolina’s quite a famous 
historical character. He’s the one that said to 
the Governor of South Carolina: “It’s a long, 
long way from Tippecanoe.”’ 

MAISIE: Ain’t there no danger of the folks 
fallin’ out of the frame? 

AUNT LOIS: No. They ain’t real. They’re 
only projected. 


MAISIE : What’s projected ? 


AUNT LOIS: They’re photographed on a 
flim—tI forget whether it’s a flim or a flam, but 
no matter—and thrown onto the scream. Look 
at this one. Massmeeting of the Unimproved 
being Addressed by the Rev. John Fish, L.L.D. 

MAISIE: What’s “L.L.D.”” mean? 

AUNT LOIS: Pounds, shillings and pence. 
He’s rich. The unimproved are folks that 
haven’t got any work. See now, isn’t this one 
splendid? World’s Champion Baseball Series 
between the Athalantics and the Red Dogs for 
the Pendulum. I saw a lovely ream last year 
about the football game at the Staminum in 
Cambridge between the Harvards and the Car- 
nal Indians. My sister’s step-nephew was in it. 
He was the wayback for Harvard. Both elevens 
jumped on top of him and now they’ve pro- 
moted him to humpback. 

MAISIE : What’s it say on that writin’ about 
carfare? 

AUNT LOIS: That ain’t carfare. That’s war- 
fare. It’s a message from. President Wilson 
asking us to preserve neutrality. 











QUITTING TIME 


EMPLOYER (to new bookkeeper): Mr. Smith- 
ers, we knock off at five, here! You’ve been out 
and had four already! 






















































JUBILATION 


HIS FIANCE: Count, I am surprised to see you celebrating! The papers say 
that one of your nation’s regiments was completely annihilated yesterday. 
THE COUNT: True; but aha! Seexty of my creditors fight in zat regiment! 











MAISIE: What’s that? 

AUNT LOIS: Why, you see the nations like 
us that ain’t at war are called neurotics, and 
when a ship from here is going to another 
country that ain’t at war either, the battleships 
hold her up on the high seas and search her for 
contra-dances, and if we kick they say we’re 
invadin’ neuralgia. Now we’ll see the war be- 
tween the Germans and the Aliens. Look at 
those poor refugettes from Belligerum. And 
that’s a picture of Yippers. Ain’t it kind of cute? 
And that’s the cathedral at Gehennat. See 
the poor soldiers sheltering themselves in the 
troughs. Ain’t it perfectly awful? Well, it’s 
over now, thank goodness. 

MAISIE: What’s it say now ? 

AUNT LOIS: Comedy flim with John Bunny. 
He’s got a face like the top crust of a chicken 
pie, but he’s awful funny. He’s awful clever 
too. He wrote Pilgrim’s Progress. 

MAISIE: I thought John Bunco wrote Pil- 
grim’s Progress. 

AUNT LOIS: Nope. John Bunny. See little 


Mary Picolo. Ain’t she just too sweet for any- 
thing? The paper says she’s got an e-lurid 
smile. Now for Robert Edison. He’s awful 
clever too. He invented electricity. He’s go- 
ing to bein ‘‘ When the Train Divides.”” I expect 
that’s a railroad collusion piece. I'll tell you 
what you’d like. The Parallels of Pearline. 
They have that here every Tuesday. And to- 
morrow we’re going to have Bertha Kalabash 
in Magda of the Lowbrows. 

MAISIE : Where do they get all them pictures? 


AUNT LOIS: Different companies makes ’em. 
There’s the Essanay company. That’s a made- 
up name. Ess stands for something or other 
and I forget what the Nay’s for. The Vibrato- 
graph is one of the best ones. Then there’s 
the Killem, that’s mostly tragedies, and the Sea- 
legs is pictures of ships and millionaire’s yachts 
getting wrecked. And the Reubin is mostly 
country scenes. There, that’s the end of the 
first show. Come along. 


MAISIE: When’s the talkin’ goin’ to begin? 
Quincy Kilby. 
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Some French 
writer said that 
‘‘there are no more passions; there 
are only appetites.”” Certainly, eating, 
as one of the arts, is no longer a 
passion in New York, though the gen- 
eral appetite is rudely normal. Eating for the sheer sake of eating has 
gone out of fashion, just as reading a book because it is well-written, no 
matter the theme, is considered by the present generation of pragmatic 
young persons as a lamentable waste of time. Pictures must tell a 
sentimental story. Music—the cup that cheers but never sobers — is 
now the humble housemaid of the dance or drama; while sculpture is 
butchered to make a hideous holiday for some unimportant politician, and 
stuck up at street corners. Architecture is transformed into terms of a 
chimney on a mastodonic scale, and ‘painting is slowly but surely turning 
into a species of glorified poster. Is it remarkable, then, that the noble 
art of gastronomy should deteriorate? I recall a little book, though a 
prodigious literary achievement, by J. K. Huysmans, entitled, ‘‘A vau 
leau’”’ (“‘Down Stream’’), in which the stomachic woes of an elderly 
celibate are set forth with such relentless precision of epithet and merci- 
less frankness that I renamed it an ‘“‘Epic of Indigestion.” Folantin, the 
unheroic hero, already in the lonesome, latter years, traverses Paris 
searching flavor. He grumbles over his food, and, strange to relate, Remy 
de Gourmont told me that this same Folantin—in real life Huysmans him- 
self—ate at the various restaurants he frequented on the “‘Left Bank” 
without complaining of their quality. M. de Gourmont knew him well, 
often dined in his company. Now, if a Parisian finds fault with his native 
cookery, what won’t a New Yorker say, particularly if he belongs to the 
older crowd that made a god of its belly, and believes music, be it never 
so mellifluous, is a poor excuse for mediocre viands. 


“Down Stream” 


E. 





The Problem Not so many months ago I wrote, in a New York 
Stated Sunday paper, about the old-time cafes, chop houses, 

restaurants, which I regularly visited two or three 
decades ago. Many of them are still in existence, and as good as they 
ever were; nevertheless, they don’t seem as good to me, thanks to Time 
—the immortal spalpeen—that always plays tricks with your teeth, diges- 
tion, thirst, and nerves. In a word, youth can gulp what age slowly 
munches. Now, I am far from being as pessimistic as the character in the 
book of Huysmans. I’ve enjoyed my prog and my grog as well as the next 
man, but—there are several buts—there is no doubt, because of undeni- 
able evidence, that our city now eats to live, instead of living to eat. And 
this is not art, though pure pragmatism. I sha’n’t discuss the ethics 
of the affirmation, because I am only interested in the bare fact. Gluttony 
is a sin, a venial one in the theological category, though in the realm of 
hygiene, a very potent transgression. Overeating kills more people in 
America than the abuse of alcoholic drinks. The very people, well-mean- 
ing, no doubt, but impenetrably ignorant and bigoted, who listen with so 
much satisfaction to Harry Saturday, or Billy Friday, or some such fakers 
on hell-fire and the beauties of prohibition (which never prohibits!), dig 
their graves with their own teeth. We hear much of intemperance in 
drink, seldom anything about intemperance in eating. Badly cooked food 
poisons, and when the dear gluttonous geese feel the pangs of indigestion 
they fly to some patent medicine—three-fifths rotten whiskey, one-fifth a 
pernicious drug—and, feeling soothed, thank God that they are not as 


by James luneker 






other folk—publicans and rum-drink- 
ers and roisterers. There are more 
secret drunkards, females and males, 
in the United States, than politicians ; 
they fill up on doctored herbs labelled 
medicine, and, stupid all the fore- 
noon, they feel self-righteous the rest of the day. No, with gluttony, 
or ‘‘temperance,”” which are intemperate, I need not tarry. They are 
their own correctives; but my old fogyism betrays itself when! hear music 
at our restaurants. And to music has been added the greater evil 
dancing. 


‘S 







It was El Greco, the Greek-Spanish painter An Aural Delusion 
of elongated visages and embroidered hell-fire, 
that introduced in Toledo, centuries ago, the strange Pagan custom of 
trying to listen to music while dining. He probably got the idea from 
Venice. Paola Veronese painted huge canvases—wedding scenes or festi- 
vals—wherein a band of string and woodwind may be seen, supposedly 
discoursing harmonious sounds for the dulcification of the merry guests. 
From time immemorial, music-making during dinner or supper has been 
the rule, not the exception. Yet, when I’m in Paris, I cross the Seine to 
reach Foyots, because there I can degustate the artistic cookery without be- 
ing forced to listen to hideous ragtime, or to watch the antics of professional 
dancers, who should be exhibited behind the bars of a cage. Your dyed- 
in-the-wool Parisian of years blames the innovation on the Americans ; 
which is rot. This only means that it is my peculiar taste; also, that I 
can’t eat and listen to music simultaneously. It may be my misfortune; it 
is certainly my idiosyncrasy. Do you remember the story about Hans 
von Bulow stopping the orchestra he was conducting because a lady in the 
front row was waving her fan in syncopated rhythm? As an old critic, my 
ears prick up at the sound of music— like the circus horse that whinnies 
when it hears the trumpet’s signal; so my teeth keep time with the band, 
soup goes down to cross-rhythms, and I bolt my meat in strict fempo. 
Another thing that disturbs epicurean equanimity is that music interrupts the 
gentle flow of conversation. Is it that we go to a restaurant to hear pas- 
sion torn to tatters by some tenth-rate Caruso of Little Italy in the ‘‘ Fare- 
well,” from Pagliacci, Hein? Worse, still, the food—is it as good as at 
the places where there is no music or dancing, Hein? (These questions 
are posed in as Gallic a manner as possible.) 


Young people eat with a youthful appetite; they are The Actual 

seldom critical, and when they are it is a rather bad sign Situation 
it usually means they are finicky or squeamish because of 

poor digestion. The average young man and woman in New York—as a 
rule born elsewhere — eat in a hilarious hurry at quick lunch resorts, 
gabble as they gobble standing, and at night begin to dance before they 
brush their teeth. Go to the Tenderloin, and watch the people crowding 
into the automatic restaurants, and simply hold your breath and wonder. 
To see humans reel out poisoned wouldn’t surprise me; yet nothing of the 
sort ever happens; indeed, I don’t mind confessing, that when it comes to 
cleanliness, the white restaurants and dairies are appetizing as many 
a pretentious lobster palace. Nothing is more enjoyable, after a regi- 
men of foreign cookery—by an American chef—than to eat at a Child’s 
restaurant. Wheat cakes, brown, “ sissingers,”’ and coffee—well, well, not 


precisely what ‘‘mother cooked,”’ but appetizing all the same. However, 
(Continued on page 20) 
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ROSEMARY FOR REMEMBRANCE 


By 
A. A. MILNE 
of London 


Il.—Establishing Relations 


“*Mr. William Denny,”’ said a superior gentle- 
man with brass buttons all over him. So I 
walked into the drawing-room. 

Miss Daintry looked up in surprise. 

“ The William Denny,” I explained nervously. 

**How do you do?”’ she said, holding out her 
hand wit: a smile. But she still looked surprised. 

**My hat and stick,” I said, when I had shaken 
her hand and returned it to her, ‘‘are in a 
strategic position in the hall. I can get to them 
immediately. Say the word and I am down- 
stairs and out of the front door in a flash.” I 
waited anxiously. 

Miss Daintry continued to regard me with an 
air of wonder. 

“This is a formal call,”’ I said hopefully, “I 
mean I’ve come for a subscription for the waits. 
Or, to put it another way, I know your uncle very 
well. I’m afrald I’ve come to the wrong house. 
I—— Oh, can’t you see how nervous I am? 
Do let me sit down and tell you all about it.’’ 


Rosemary laughed out loud. Then she indi- 
cated a chair, and I sat down gratefully. 

“*Il am so sorry,” she said. ‘But I was won- 
dering whether I oughtn’t to pretend I didn’t 
recognize you. Supposing I had said: ‘Let me 
see, didn’t we meet at the Warringtons?’ would 
you have gone?”’ 

“I should have departed,” I said. 

“Yes. The bother is I remember you well. 
To make it worse I was reading your book 
when you came in. To make it still worse——”’ 

**One moment,” I said, whipping out a pencil. 
“Did you buy it or did you get it from the 
library? ”’ 

“I bought it.” 

I made a note on my cuff. 

“*To keep a check on the publishers,” I ex- 
plained. 

**And to make it still worse,’”’ Rosemary went 
on gravely, ‘‘I was thinking of writing to the 
author of the book and saying how much I liked 
it. Isn’t it awful?” 

“Awful. I don’t know what your great-grand- 
mother would have said.” 

**So, you see, I couldn’t very well turn you 
out, could!I?”" Shesmiled atme. ‘But, all the 
same I shall like to hear what you’re going to 
say. You must have some reason for coming.” 





Illustrated by 
W. E. HILL 








“ This,” I said, “is my after-dinner call’”’ 


The superior gentleman entered at this noment 
with an accomplice, and proceeded to arrange 
the tea. There was an interval while I explained 
how much sugar I liked, asked for it a little 
weaker, ate a couple of sandwiches, gave away 
another, and balanced a fourth on my saucer. 
Then I ventured into my explanation. 

“This,” I said, ‘‘is my after-dinner call.” 

**Let’s see,’”’ said Rosemary, with her head on 
one side, ‘‘ when did you dine with us?” 

**Never; at least not yet. One still hopes. But 
I dined with the Carews last week. Now an 
after-dinner call is, I take it, a way of expressing 
thanks. ‘In return for your delightful caviare 
last ‘Thursday,’ one says to one’s hostess, ‘I 
have come to show you my new gnats.’ Isn’t 
that so?”’ 

**Well, something like that.” 

“Yes. But supposing the thing which struck 
one most about the dinner was not the caviare, 
but the conversation of one’s partner. Then 
one might say to oneself: ‘I dined last Thursday 
not with Mrs. Carew but with Miss Daintry,’ and 
it would be to Miss Daintry that one’s after-dinner 
call would be due.”’ 

“Yes,” said Rosemary, ‘‘but it wouldn’t pre- 
vent one saying: ‘Where on earth does the 
creature live?’”’ 

**Oh, that was child’s play. I looked you up 
in the telephone book.”’ 

**But we aren’t the only Daintrys.”’ 

“‘My dear lady— don’t you hate being called 








‘‘A sudden intuition”’ 











my dear lady? It’s what Bishops always say. I 
ought to pat your hand, really — my dear lady, I 
once met Conan Doyle. I know all about induc- 
tive reasoning.” 

“*Oh, do tell me how it’s done,”’ pleaded Rose- 
mary. 

“It’s quite easy,” I said. ‘‘There are nine 
Daintrys in the book. A priori, as Sherlock 
used to puzzle Watson by saying, you might be 
any one ‘of those nine. But the first five were 
A. H. Daintry & Co., plumbers; so that washed 
five out.” 

**I] don’t see why my father shouldn’t sell 
plums,”’ complained Miss Daintry. 

“**Even if he did so,”” I pointed out, “‘I shouldn’t 
call at the Orchard and expect to meet his 
daughter. You were bound to be one of the 
other four. The first was John Daintry, artist; 
the second was Henry Daintry, artist. An 
artistic family the Daintrys. But was Miss Rose- 
mary Daintry the daughter of either of them?” 


“*Yes,”” pleaded Rosemary, “‘let me be an 
artist’s daughter.” 

**I looked them upin ‘Who’s Who.’ John was 
there. He painted that remarkable picture 
‘Slice of Lemon on Plate’ purchased by the 
Middlesborough Art Gallery; his recreations are 
polo and stamp collecting, his age is fifty-seven, 
and he has twosons. Twosons,”’ I said sternly, 
“and no daughter.” 

“*Bother,”’ said Rosemary. “Still, what about 
Henry?” 

“Henry was not in ‘Who’s Who’ at all. No 
one I spoke to had ever heard of Henry; no one 
had ever seen his pictures. It was impossible 
that so unsuccessful an artist as Henry should 
support a grown-up daughter.” 

**She might have sat for him,”” said Rosemary, 
**and earned her keep that way.”’ 

“Then he would have sold his pictures,” I 
said, looking at her thoughtfully, ‘‘and Henry 
didn’t. No you were either the daughter of C. 
E. Daintry, of Queen Anne’s Gate, or of Regi- 
nald Daintry, of Norfolk Street. Yesterday 
afternoon I had a sudden intuition that you lived 
in Norfolk Street.” 

**How funny,” said Rosemary. ‘How did the 
intuition come?” 

**It came yesterday afternoon,”’ I said, “‘ as I 
was being urged out of the drawing-room of 
Queen Anne’s Gate. (To be continued) 


° 








Quow 


I! 








S 











Drawn sy WILL HOUGHTON (Lonoon) 


“BUSINESS AS USUAL” 


In every country the war has developed some motto. With us the motto is “‘ Made in America.” In Germany it is “As in Seventy.” In England the motto “ Business as Usual” 
is possibly the best known of all. Mr. Houghton’s picture illustrating his conception of “Business as Usual,” viz., the English “Tommy” serving in France and flirting with 
a French nurse, has been one of the sensational pictures of the season in England. PUCK takes unusual pleasure in presenting it for the first time to American readers. 
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For elaboration of the theme of “ Eats 
in New York, see James Huneker's * The 
Seven Arts,"’ on page 9 of this issue 
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Painted while on a trip t 
Walter Schnackenbery 


AT THE MELODRAMA qe 


army, andis now with his reyiment 
at the front 


CELESTE: In that low-cut gown the heroine is adorable. And her heart is broken, is it not? 
FRANCOIS: I do not know. I can’t quite see it. . 











Concerning the author of 
“The Love-Letters of a Cen- 
sor,”’ from which I am permitted 
to cite a few characteristic pas- 
sages, only a word or two of 
explanation is necessary. Be- 
fore entering the government 
service he was Professor of 
Greek Archaeology at a great university. He 
became famous over night through his version 
of a newly-discovered poem by Sappho, the 
manuscript of which offered peculiar difficulties. 
Our author overcame them all. This is the 
translation : 

Sadly wander seeking the nymphs (the 
dog star?) over the treetops and the silver- 
footed hymning Achilles and his chariot, 
where Scylla and Charybdis mothers 
nursing their young on the beach (the bench ?). 
But, as for me, he cometh not the winged one 
and silence and tears in the (hereafter ?), where 


the waves 
oe 


Three days after the appearance of this trans- 
lation he was offered, and accepted, the post of 
Chief Censor at the War Office. It was two 
months later that he met the lady to whom he 
wrote the letters now published. My quotations 
are necessarily brief. 

October ; 








Dear Miss 
I am driven to put down on paper what I con- 
fess I have not the courage to utter face to face. 
Since we parted a certain number of days ago 
at , [have been unable to put you away 
from my thoughts. The memory of that en- 
chanting walk through the woods between —— 
and ———— has haunted me. In dreams I stroll 
through that divine forestland, the sun-kissed 
river on our hand, the brown of fallow 
fields on our hand, you by my side, your 























Censored weighing machine 





——— arm in mine. I know now that I cannot 
live without you. What is to be my fate? Write 
me one word, “‘yes,”” and I shall come to see 
you, leaving by the o’clock train from 
-, which arrives at two hours later. 
Shall I come? X. 


‘/aenmn ode 








A censored illustration 


What the reply was is evident from a subse- 

quent letter : 
October ———. 

Dearest 

I have your letter of the th. Yes, it 
found me well, as well as I have ever been. I 
go through my work as before, and the 
Office is satisfied, judging by what the news- 
papers speak of me. But only my body is tied 
to the censor’s desk. A word or two from you 
and my spirit traverses the limitless spaces, 
treading the Way, astride of the furthest 
star in the constellation of ————. If no letter 
comes I am sad, but not for long. I rehearse 
the old letters. I need only call up your dear 
words and I seem to have the world at my feet, 
like stout as he gazed on the ——-, 
silent upon a peak in ——— , or like ———- when 
the sailor’s cry of ‘‘Land! Land!” rang out on 
a certain day in October, some hundreds of 
years ago, off a West Indian Island, which per- 
haps it would be best not to specify. Write m 
every day. X. 


* 














We witness the merging of romance into the 
pleasant realities of everyday life: 


November ———. 


Dearest ———: 


Indeed I did notice the new dress, but I was 
I recall how ad- 


full of so many other things. 








ON THE OTHER HAND— 


By Simeon Strunsky Illustrated by Hy Mayer 








mirably the light —— tint 
blended with the neutral land- 
scape’so as to make you invis- 





ible at twenty yards. It goes 
well with your eyes of that rare 
shade of —. I am not 
neglecting myself. Quite the 
contrary. I sleep ——-— hours 
per day, walk every afternoon from — to 


———, and eat enormously. I lunched to-day 
on oysters a la ———, filet ——, a bit of —— 
cheese, and a glass or two of dry De- 
cidedly, I am not wasting away. Two months 
ago I weighed ————- pounds. To-day I weigh 

The gain is almost startling. 

Part of my day goes in planning, of course. 
I am thinking of the day, months from 
now, when we shall be going away together. I 
have picked out the place, a sleepy little village 
of the seventeenth century, on the ——— bank 
of a placid little river, in the heart of a mountain 
land between Petrograd and Gibraltar. I have 
done more than that. I have been looking at 
houses, when we come back. A friend of mine 
is a real estate agent on ———— Street. He has 
a delightful house, in perfect condition, and the 
rent is absurdly low, ~ pounds a year! It 
stands a certain distance from the junction of 














two roads. It has —— — rooms, bath- 
rooms, and a garden ———— feet by ———._ It 
is only thirty minutes by train from I 
will write particulars. X. 
¥ 
The book is published by — & ———,, and 
is on sale on all stands of the R. R. at 


net. 


Censored street sign 














2) 
i 
Me 





EtcHina Mave Especiatty For PUCK ey H. D. WELSH 


RELIGION? 


HOMELESS PEASANT (in bomb-wrecked town) : Those were troublous times, sir; but surely a good Providence was with us. 
AMERICAN: What? With three of your children killed in the bombardment! 


HOMELESS PEASANT: Ah, but not a single image on the cathedral was harmed by the shells. 














A flock of forty bachelors, 
Engaged in distant gleaning, 
Requested wives by parcel post 
To do their Spring house-cleaning. 
Black stockings are the legal wear 
For ladies who go coasting ; 
The French still strain 
To hold their Aisne, 
And Turkey’s ripe for roasting. 


In Switzerland a dollar bill 
Is worth another nickel ; 
The rumors say John D. may move— 
But rumors are so fickle. 
Fair Harvard has a Thinking Worm 
Who reasons very slyly, 
He dodges Fate 
By rising late— 
The savants praise him highly. 


The German troops are suffering 
A famine of suspenders — 
Berlin was asked to lend support 
To her distraught defenders. 
An ex-executive of Maine 
Ran off and entered college— 
How could he mix 
His politics, 
With such a thing as knowledge? 
















THE NEWS IN RIME 


Verses bv DANA BURNET 





Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 





Cole Blease, the Peerless Pardoner, 
Was gracefully unseated— 
Such convicts as are still in jail 
Feel woefully mistreated. 
The 12-cent bean has paled the cheek 
Of Boston’s proudest people ; 
A grain of wheat 
Is quite a treat, 
And Dunkirk lost a steeple. 


¥ 





Another President was had 
By Mexico the Addled— 
It seems a cinch to land that job 
But hard to keep it saddled. 
A coy young whale skedaddled with 
A bell-buoy from the channel; 
The Democrats 
Are down on cats, 
And we have doffed our flannel. 


Sir Taft will have one battleship, 
And Theodore another, 
But all the guns will be removed, 
So calm yourself, my brother. 
A Western man was sent to jail 
So he could read his Bible; 
We'd like to pan 
The Weather Man, 
But there are laws of libel. 


Sir Woodrow is a grand-dad now, 
And proud to own the title; 
The matter of the sausage strike 

Is waxing very vital. 
The largest lemon in the world 
Adorns a Southern valley ; 
We think we saw 
A hat of straw, 
Which leads to our finale. 


























OUT OF BOUNDS “""" 


JOHN BULL: Shoo! Show! 
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The Kaiser Enjoying a Morning 
Tub in his New Campaigning Car 

















Simplicissimus, Munich 


FATE IS NEARING 


Scene on the Thames, at London 

















London Sketch 





























London Dally Mirror 
BIG AND LITTLE WILLIES’ FANCY DRESS 
FAILURES 
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La Vie Parisienne 


“SIRE, YOUR SOUP IS COLD” 


The famous dinner which the Kaiser ordered at one of the 
Paris hotels will be out of season by the time he gets there. 

























Jugend, Munich 
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London Punch 
KAISER (reviving old Music-hall refrain): 
Has anybody here seen Calais? 












IN THE THEATRE OF WAR-CARTOONS 
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THE DEADLY PARALLEL 


Imitation (in millinery) is the sincerest flattery 


THE LAMENT OF THE RAH-RAH BABY 


I’m strong for the noble old college 
(I'm stronger, of course, for the frat), 
But I think it is grand to sit up in the stand 





And root for the team and all that ; Th e J oy of Ownin g a B oat 
FIFTY LEADING BOAT BUILDERS have joined with the 


Of militant tactics like drill — | Gray Motor Company in issuing a catalog, showing the special- 
ties of each concern. 


I’m full of collegiate spirit, 
My country, too, gives me a thrill, | 
I think it’s immense but I can’t see the sense 


I deeply deplore all this training for gore, 
I cannot approve of the drill! 


I’ve been pinched more’n once for my sousified stunts 
In toasting the Varsity’s name ; 

But drill isa different matter, 
My loyal young heart gets a chill 

From this marching around on the rough rocky ground, 
I haven’t much spirit for drill— 

I’m strong, in my way, for the Old U. S. A., 
But I'd rather not show it by drill! 


I don’t know a thing about tactics, 
At shooting I’m worse than the dubs, - 

But drill is a crime when it takes so much time 
From dancing and rooting and clubs ; 

They tell me, of course, that I need it 


To build up my strength and my skill, 4-Cylinder, 4-Cycle, 16-20 H. P. (guaranteed factory complete—the most com- 
B lacie m to develop 25), with every feature you have plete Power Plants ever manufac- 
ut it’s hard work and rough (I don’t care for that stuff), ever hoped for ona Boat Motor. $210.00 and tured for a boat —not one thing to 
So I can’t see the reason for drill— upward—depending on equipment. buy or add. Self - starting, of 
course. Write for complete cata- 


Though my heart it may bleed for my country in need, 
I haven’t much patience with drill ! 
Berton Braley. 
5 


THE LITERACY TEST 


Columbus had just dropped anchor off Quarantine and applied for papers. 

“* But you can’t pass the literacy test,’’ expostulated an immigrant-in- 
Spector from the Tenth New Jersey District, who confidently believed that 
the War of 1812 took place between Mexico and Canada over the question 
of the Monroe Doctrine. 


tase “hat the bone inthe back room would have” | GRAY MOTOR COMPANY, 244 Gray Motor Blde., Detroit, Mich. 


Boat.” 


EGYPTIAN _ 


‘DEITIES. 


| “The Utmost in Cigarelles’ 


Tlain End or Cork Tip 


| TRople of culture,refinement and 
| aa ae 
Deities to any other cigarette. 


PREFER 
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from a complete little fishing or pleasure launch at $110.00 to a 
| solid mahogany express launch equipped with a modern 6-cylin- 
I’m a wonder at wild celebrations, der, self-starting, 4-cycle Gray Motor—or a snug, safe, roomy 

Whenever we capture a game, | little cruiser, with all the comforts of a home—in fact, a range to 

select from that can satisfy every individual who is wanting a 

small boat—we help you to experience the “Joy of Owning a 
Write for the Boat Builders’ Catalog to-day. 





A New Gray Model Model “C” Motors. These 4-Cycle 





In writing to advertisers, please say ‘I saw it in fon” 


A catalog of ‘‘specialized boats,”’ 





Complete Power Unit 
and Instrument Board 
Standard on all 4 and 6 Cylinder 


Gray Motors are shipped from the 


log of Gray 4-Cycle motors. 


Gray 2-Cycle 
are standard the world over—Powerful, 
Smooth-Running, Thoroughly Reliable, 
made of the best material and workman- 
ship money can buy. Manufactured in 
quantities by the largest builders of 2-Cycle 
Marine Motors in the world. 


3 to 36 H. P. 5 and 
Gasoline or Kerosene upwards 




















of 
New York’s 
DRAMATIC 
OFFERINGS 











48th ST. THEATRE Fest of Brosdw’y 
FOURTH BIG MONTH 


George Broadhurst's Thrilling Drama 
THE LAW i. LAND 


WITH JULIA DEAN 
And a supers cast including George Fawcett — Milton Sills 
Matinees Thursday and Saturday at 215. Evenings 8.15 
Thursday Matinee, Best Seats $1.00 








Theatre, West 42nd S 


CAND LE B’way. Tel. Bryant, Chan, 
Evenings 8.20 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.40 


BIGGEST HIT IN 25 YEARS 


COHAN & HARRIS present 
(6y arrangement with Arthur Hopkins) 


THe New PLAY «ON TRIAL” 


By E. L. Reizenstein Seats 8 weeks ahead 








GEO. COQHAN’S ‘theatre, Bway, 4345t 


Eves 8.15 Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.15 


se IT PAYS TO 


NEW 
FARCE 


AND 
LAUGH 
TILL 


ADVERTISE 








REPUBLIC We 42dSt. Eves 8.30 


Matinees Wed. & Sat. 2.30 
suet KICK IN $20" 
By WILLARD MACK 


With JOHN BARRYMORE, JANE GREY, 
JOSEPHINE VICTOR, Others. 


WINTER GARDEN i828 


Evgs at 8 Matinees Tues., Thurs. and Sat. at 2 


DANCING AROUND 


with AL. JOLSON ana 
Company of 125 including BERNARD GRANVILLE 














FULTON Wasetnsteet. , a9 $23 
MANAGEMENT H. B. HARRIS ESTATE 


TWIN BEDS 


By Margaret Ma; SELWYN & CO.’S 
and Salsbury Fleld LAUGH FESTIVAL 





ELTINGE 42d St. W. of ian, wee oa8 


Matinees Wed. & Sat. at 2.15 


A. H. Woods presents an American play in § Acts 


THz SONG or SONGS 


By Edward Sheldon. Based on the novel 
by Herman Sudermann 


With John Mason, Thomas A. Wise, Others 








Cohan & Harris’ Broadway and Forty-Fifth Street 
ASTOR £v’9s 8.15. Mats Tues. & Sat. 2.15 


**HELLO BROADWAY” 
With 
GEO.M.COHAN WM.COLLIER 
































MAILING LISTS 


99% Guaranteed 
covering all classes of business, professions, 


trades or individuals. ‘or our complete 
showing national count on 7,000 
classifications. 


Ross-Gould 504 x.sus:. St. Louis 
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THE SEVEN ARTS 


(Continued from page 9) 


the palate, like the eye and the ear, must be cultivated. Middle-age is pre- 
eminently the period of the gourmet. The lusts of the eye and ear have 
passed; there are left the sophistications, if you will, of embellished indi- 
gestions. The nuance rules. An extra pinch of salt makes us unhappy till 
bedtime, and the right temperature of the Burgundy may mellow the soul 
of man and make him almost charitable in his judgment of women. A 
well-cooked dinner, well served—good service is about two-thirds of the 
game—should be a passport to paradise. But after fifty comes fussi- 
ness. One does not often achieve a perfect meal. Life is greater than art. 
The hash-house is come to stay, and the gates of epicureanism shall not 
prevail against it. The vulgarians are here, and mean to remain. The 
vulgarians are those who can’t sit through an artistic play, artistically 
acted; those who ride in motor-cars to moving picture shows; also swill 
champagne because it is high-priced; gob their food so as to swing their 
silly legs the sooner—they call it dancing; never read a book, look at a 
real painting, listen to symphonic music—though they are very keen on 
opera (that is, music reduced to its most unmusical factor), or go to a 
beautiful church service—except to show off their “glad rags.”” Can you 
expect such people to know what a sauce is, or concern themselves 
as to the delicate conduct of a salad? And now, having revealed myself 
in my true colors as a hopeless reactionary (like all would-be propagandists), 
let me tell you where I like to eat and drink in New York; which doesn’t 
mean that what is good enough for me should be good enough for you. 
Not at all. You have one palate; mine is another. But I think there is a 
golden mean. (Let me confess that home cookery pleases me best of all.) 
Most fashionable restaurants are castles of chimeras. I'll havenone of them 
(not to emphasize the sad truth that the Jim the Penmans can’t afford the 
high tariff); though I go occasionally to such establishments. In the mat- 
ter of eating I always repent in haste and sin again at leisure. 


A Legion of Say, on Monday, you don’t feel like French, Italian, 
Cuisines or German cookery. (I sha’n’t drag in freak or exotic 

restaurants; bird’s nests and chop-suey are for pro- 
vincial sight-seers in Chinatown; and East Indian dishes I can get better in 
some of the American hotels than in their native haunts on the East Side.) 
Well, go to Jack Dunstan’s (“‘ Jacks’’), on Sixth Avenue, and eat his famous 
chicken pot-pie. It’s only on the bill that day. To my way of thinking, 
“*Jack”’ has the best ‘sea-food in town; to better it you must travel to 
Philadelphia or Baltimore. Of course, there are Delmonico’s, Sherry’s, 
Shanley’s, the Astor, Healy’s, the Savoy, Plaza, Rector’s, Churchill’s, 
Browne’s Chophouse, the Vanderbilt, Ritz-Carlton, the Manhattan, Carlton 
Terrace (at 100th Street and Broadway), or a half hundred other resorts, 
but I’m not arguing with you, or holding a special brief for ‘‘ Jacks,’’ but 
only telling you how well-tasting, above all, how fresh his food is; other 
tastes, other waists—which applies to lovers of the Teutonic cuisine. Toned 


up by the time Tuesday arrives, you go to Luchow’s, or to Brother | 


Janssen, at the Hofbrau, in either spot to eat genuine caviar, Pomeranian 
goose, stuffed with sauerkraut, German potatoes, German hare, or kohirabi, 
drinking imported beer or wine, and rising slightly heavier after this’ rich 
repast than when you sat down. Why sauerkraut should be considered 
coarse, and “‘ choucroute”’ not so, is only a silly twist in the human brain. 
One potato will fatten you quicker than a pot of the cabbage called sour. 
I like Dr. Knirim’s, in Hanover Square, for his Pilsner and plain Viennese 
cooking (when she is in the humor, ‘‘ Marie’”’ can give you a Viennese veal 
cutlet with noodles on Wednesdays that are hard to beat). And then 
you can taste his famous French cheeses. I like, too, coffee and pastry 
at Fleishmann’s Vienna Cafe, on Broadway, across the street from Grace 
Church. Sentiment counts there as well as the food, for, in the 
old cafe at the corner of 10th Street, gathered the very cream of the 
musical crowd. I go once in a while to Haan’s, to Pabst’s—at the Circle— 
to Reisenweber’s, to Terrace Garden—which, under the captainship of 
Herr Susskind, is as good as it was a quarter of a century ago. On 
Thursdays or Sundays, at Brubacher’s, on Union Square, I enjoy a 
glass of Rhine wine, or down at Consumer’s Park, on the Brighton Beach 
line, I get beer excellently kept, cooking of the first rank, especially 
crabs and lobsters. Fred Winter keeps a sharp lookout for his cuisine. 
Of spring and summer afternoons the cool spacious rooms with ‘their view 
and their Teutonic atmosphere, are all very attractive. How about the 
Italians! As Moretti is dead, though his name still adorns a restaurant, I 
go to Frank Busto’s on Beaver Street of Saturdays, near the down-town 
Delmonico’s. Betimes I find myself at Angelo’s, on Pearl, near Wall, or up- 
town, in the evenings, at Colaizzi’s. There are several “‘ intimate” little cafes 
on the west “F orties’’—also one on 39th Street—which serve you spaghetti 
and Chianti as they do in Naples. But I am not acquainted with any as 
good as Moretti, or Riccadonna, Pedro, or Martnelli in the old days. The 
French route to beatific digestion is more restricted. After you have had 
luncheon any day at Mouquin’s, up and down town places, at Martin’s old 
house, now the Lafayette, or at the Brevoort—under the same admirable 
management—or at Bustanoby’s, or at Dorval’s, in the Park Casino, you 
have named the best; and it is as good asParis. That there are a thousand 
others I do not doubt. Aber mon cher freund, I haven’t the stomach of a 
struzzo! (A sentence to suit the various cuisines.) Besides, I only relate 
here the adventures of my own stomach among the fleshpots of Gotham. 
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Vaseline 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


Hair Tonic 


A health-giving dressing 
for the scalp. 
Prevents dandruff and fall- 
ing of the hair. 
Gets right down to the roots 
and gives just the necessary 
stimulation needed to keep 
the hair in perfect con- 
dition. For sale everywhere. 
Send 10c. for trial size bottle 
F shave, with no aft rt, little 
+ Vessline’” on the having beuth and rub in with the lake fl 
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Made in Hudson for 129 years 


Evans’ 
tout 


A great American beverage 
appealing directly to the pub- 
lic that appreciates a superior 
product. Makes Rich Red 
Blood. Builds bone and sinew. 
Fragrant, Luscious, Mellow, , 
Delicious, Wholesome and 
Strengthening. 


Bottles and Splits—Ali Good Dealers 


C. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 











If You Like 
to Hunt, 
Fish or Camp 


You will enjoy the 
National Sportsman 











Magazine, with its 1 
richly illustrated pages 
full to overtlowing with 
interesting stories and 
valuable informatio 
about guns, _ fishing 
tackle, camp-ontfits - 
the best places to go for 
fish and game, ands 














thousand and one vai 
able * How to” hints for 
sportsmen. The NA- 
TIONAL SPORTSMA) 
is just like a big camp 
fire in the woods wher 
thousands of . good fe- 
lows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yar 













about their exper! 
ences with rod, doy 
rifle aud gun. 


SPECIAL TRIAL 
OFFER 


Send us 25 cesb 
stamps or colin, 
we will send yout 
National Sportsm# 
for three months 

also one of our hea") 

burnished Ormol# 

Gold Watch Fobs ® 

here shown, wit 
seal grain leather st? 

and gold-plated buckle 


NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, Inc., 78 Federal St., Boston, Has 
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Dr.Hall’s SEXUAL 
KNOWLEDGE 
By Dr. Winfield Scott Hall 
Medical Teacher and Lecturer 
Authority on Sex Matters 
Piain Truths of Sex 
life every person 
needs to know; 
Safety . marriage = 
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i ew Beok All Sexual abuses, Dit 
“social evil,” 
eed te Read diseases, caused by sexual \ 
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AMERICAN PUBLISHING CO. , 

P. O. Box 851, Dept. N-108 Philadel 
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BY OUR ANTI-GERMAN ARTIST 


KID SNAIL: See, ma! Hurry! Hurry! . 
MA SNAIL: There’sno hurry, Tommy. We've plenty of time. 
It’s only the German advance to Calais. 


TELL THE TRUTH! 


A little group of earnest men gathers ’round a table in a laboratory 
devoted to scientific research. They are putting a stray dog to death 
as painlessly as possible. For fun? Nobody would seriously claim so. Why, 
then? To the end that human beings may live— and immediately a protest 
goes skyward. Immediately there is wild talk of cruelty, of barbarism, 
of a lack of sensibility on the part of the medical profession. 


The other day a small dog bit a seven-year-old boy in New York City. 
The dog not only bit the boy; he lacerated him so dreadfully that, even if 
rabies is avoided, the child will be disfigured for life. Did any yell go 
skyward, from the anti-vivisectionists, on behalf of the torn child? Nary 
ashout. Seemingly, the only time to get excited is when a dog is hurt. A 
child or two don’t matter. 

Yet, this is a republic of men, after all. It is not a republic of dogs or 
cats. If it be honestly believed that a dog’s life is as valuable as that of a 
human being, there is no argument. The anti-vivisectionists are right, 
from their point of view. The logical sequence, of course, would be to 
breed dogs instead of men. 


One can respect the sincerity of the Hindoo, moreover. He doesn’t 
kill animals for any purpose. He wouldn’t experiment on them to save his 
own life; but he wouldn’t eat them for food either. There’s no quarrel 
with that position. It is consistent. The answer is, that the death-rate 
amonz the Hindoos considerably exceeds, and will continue to exceed, 
that of Americans. 

But the people who shudder at scientific experimentation with dumb 
beasts—are they all vegetarians? Do they shun beef because, forsooth, 
that same steer had been led to believe that the farmer was a friend of 
his, and then disillusioned with a mallet? 


And which is the worse: killing an animal for food (which is not neces- 
sary, because men can subsist on vegetables), or killing for the sake of 
saving lives to come? What’s the truth about it? Honest iniun? 


*TWILL YET COME 


NINNYCUS: Has it been determined who started the war? 
CYNICUS: No. I’ve been expecting to hear that Dr. Carrel or Dr. Flex- 
ner had isolated the germ responsible for it. 


DEFINED 
WILLIAM: Pop, what’s a paradox? 
FATHER: A paradox, my son, is a woman who wears silk stockings and 
tries to keep it a secret. 


MILITARY METAPHOR 


“What kind of a chap is Dawkins?” 
“Well, he is one of those fellows with a rapid-firing mouth and a 
muzzle-loading brain.” 


PLACING THE BLAME! 


Amid the ruins of his little kingdom, Albert, of Belgium, may find some 
degree of consolation in this sentiment from the pen of the Kaiser’s 
brilliant apologist, James O’Donnell Bennett : 

“My observations in September and again in October convinced me that 
the civil population of Belgium and not the Bejgian army was the principal cause 
of Belgium’s woes.” / 

The italics are ours. It is fortunate that the minute men of 1776 were 
not the sort of men to share Mr. Bennett’s curious logic. Evidently the 
Spectacle of a man defending his home from ravage and desolation arouses 
very little admiration in the heart of the Chicago Tribune’s foreign 
Correspondent. 
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BLACK & WHITE 


Scotch Whisky 


Most Scotchmen drink 


Black and White. 


Which, after all means 


something very definite— 


A Scotchman ought to 


know Scotch Whisky. 
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Home Billiards 


Turns Years Backward! 





This princely sport 
—like some good 
fairy godmother— is helping men and 
woien to outwit old age ! 


- In thousands of homes that now have Brunswick Carom and Pocket 
Tables, the mothers and fathers and sons and daughters are chums. 

Kach evening there are lively doings in the billiard room. Kach round of hand- 
ones proclaims a brilliant shot—each burst of laughter another innocent trick that 
billiards has played on some unlucky member of the party. 

Bless your home with billiards! Let all the family—and your guests—share in the 
golden hours of youth it brings. : , 


Superb BRUNSWICK Home 


BILLIARD TABLES 


_ Real Brunswick re ulation tables, mod- 20 Cents a Day! 
ified only in size afd design. Fast Mon- Pay us a little éach month for a year. Thousands are 
arch cushions, accurate angles, slate buying like this; terms low as aoc, a day/ 
bed, speed, life and durability. Get our beautiful new book — “Billiards — The 


“GRAND” and “BABY GRAND” Home Magnet "—and see these tables in actual colors. 


Full descriptions, prices, terms, etc., included, Send the 
The finest and fastest home tables in °°"?0" “?™ 
the world. Beautiful a ge richly 
inlaid, Equipped, if desired, with inter- 
changeable cushions, giving two perfect 
ee eee all games of Carom or 
ocket Billiards. : 
Also “Convertible models that serve sue Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. 
as perfect Library or Dining Tables when ept. 11-K, 623-633 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 


not in use for Billiards. | Send postpaid, free, color-illustrated book — 


30-Day Trial— Outfit Free “Billiards—The HomeMagnet” 


and details of your 30-day Home Trial Offer. 
We give with each table complete high class y y 


Playing Outfit—Balls, Cues, Rack, Markers, Name 
irush, Tips, Cue-Clamps, expert book on “How 

to Play," etc, And you may try any Brunswick Address 
30 days in your yaad 


“BABY GRAND” 
Pocket Style 
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A POOR PROVIDER 
MRS. FEATHERBY: They say he puts all he makes on his wife’s back! 


A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by using 
Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 ots. in 
stamps. OU. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


DECREASING AUTO ACCIDENTS 
Col. Edward S. Cornell, Secretary of the National Highways Protective 
Society, reports that there were two hundred and ninety persons killed in 
New York City by automobile accidents in 1914 as against three hundred 
and two in 1913. 


This is the first time in the history of the automobile in New York City 
that there has been not an increase but a decrease in the number of casu- 
alties. Col. Cornell gives due credit to the efficiency of the Traffic Squad 
of the New York Police. They are undoubtedly deserving of much credit. 
He also mentions the better education of the public and drivers to a proper 
regard for their own safety and that of others. 


PUCK suggests thatif this better education would include inculcating the 
principle that drivers approaching main thoroughfares from cross streets 
should slow down almost to a standstill before crossing such main thorough- 
fares, the number of accidents could be cut at least 25 per cent more. 
PUCK believes that if it were made a criminal offense in every large city 
to approach a main thoroughfare from a side street at a speed greater 
than four miles per hour, automobile accidents would be cut by a greater 
amount than anyone has an idea. 


A CYNIC 


**Even the women who are not widowed by this war will find little 
pleasure in life when their husbands return.”’ 

“ Why ? it) P 

“‘ This paper says the heavy firing is making most of the soldiers deaf.” 


UNREASONABLE 
MOTHER: What in the world is the matter with baby brother ? 
BOBBY: He found a screw and he is crying because I can’t unwind it 
for him. 


WELL RECOMMENDED 


DIVORCE PLAINTIFF (testifying): My husband’s cruel conduct caused 
me to lose sixty pounds. 
FAT LADY (in audience): I wonder if I could hire him to marry me? 


| PUCK TAKES A DARE 
Reverently rails the ‘‘ Reverend ”’ Billy Sunday : 


“If Mother Eddy rises before the resurrection, I will eat a polecat for supper 
and wash it down with whisky. 

“Don’t you have the audacity to sit there and call my preaching out of 
date, because I preach God’struth. Don’t you insult God Almighty like that, you 
miserable mutt.” 

At the risk of being called a miserable mutt, or a polecat, PUCK rev- 
erently suggests that even in wicked New York there are a number of thes 
dansant and well-ordered cafes where this sort of Billingsgate, spoken in 
a loud voice, wouid call for the immediate and irsistent attention of a 
husky bouncer. 

Evidently, anything “‘ goes” inthe Billy Sunday Tabernacle. ° 


THRILLING 


ETHEL : I suppose you have had some truly marvelous hunting experiences? 
CHOLLY : My eye, yes! Once I shot at a deer, and hit a deer! 


AES Basan SS capil At Gael 


(bites Reabiltsts’. soibasitcbldacsitdaapzame, 


aceasta. catintenrtibeitcte' acti 


$70.00 Three piece Library 
Suites $56.00 


Mahogany finish frames; 
upholstered in Spanish leather. 
Sofa, Arm Chair and Rocker 


Freight paid to any point in the New England or Middle States 


APRAHAM «= STRAUS 








HE new and delightful way of reaching this region of Winter 
Marvels is via Key West, the quaint and fascinating “ American 
Gibraltar,” with its close connections and splendid service to 


MIAMI HAVANA PALM BEACH 
ST. PETERSBURG TAMPA 


affording opportunity for that marvelous ride on the “Over Sea” Railway from Key 
West to all Florida East Coast Resorts, or continuing on same steamer for an ocean 
trip along the sunny shores of the Gulf of Mexico to Tampa, St. Petersburg and all 

est Coast points. 

Also through service to and from Galveston—Gateway of Texas and the great Southwest, 
with its wonderful winter bathing, fishing and yachting resorts. Best route to San Antonio. 

Do not miss this fascinating journey through “foreign” America, with attractions more 
alluring than those of Spain, Italy, pt or the Orient, and outdoor sports more novel 
and varied than anywhere else on earth. 

Circle Tour fares and Winter Tourist tickets, both ways by steamer; or going by 
steamer and returning by rail, or vice versa, with liberal stop-over privileges. Also cruises 
to Cuba, Porto Rico, Nassau, Mexico and Santo Domingo. 


MALLORY STEAMSHIP COMPANY 
é 5 Pier 36, North River, New York 
DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES: 


BOSTON-192 Washington St. | PHILADELPHIA—701 Chestnut St. 


NEW YORK—290 Broadway 














of good address wanted by a reputable house, in every locality. 
No previous experience necessary. Prompt settlements and 


easy hours. 


ADDRESS Ono 


BOX A2, 301 LAFAYETTE STREET, NEW YORK 


In writing to advertisers, please say “I saw it in @aan.” 








te 


>) 


ll 
eS 











“|, 


2) 


sm 


SR 














Fora 


Refreshing 
Bath 


FAIRY SOAP 


is white and pure—made of 
choice materials. The cake 
fits the hand; it floats. Its 
rich, creamy lather, cleansing 
thoroughly—is most sooth- 
ing, agreeable and refreshing. 


(THE WK FAIRBANK company) 








“Have You a Little ‘Fairy’ in Your Home?” 








